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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 
We finally made it! After long hours spent reading, re-reading, and .. 
discussing in a small, cramped room, we are happy to present our first e~It~on 
of Womanthought. This issue is particularly special because our theme IS Ill 
conjunction with Women's History Month at Lesley College. 
A thank you to our dedicated staff who will hopefully make Womanthought a 
Lesley tradition. And special thanks to Anne Pluto, Stephen Trainor, Donna 
Cole, Elisa Lucozzi, and especially Liz Kauffman for all the typing. 
We can't forget to thank everyone who submitted fiction, poetry, and 
artwork. After all, without your submissions we'd just have two covers. Be 




What are Poems? 
Sarah Wegman 
Poems are songs without music, 
They are deeply felt ideas. 
Free verse jotted on scrap paper, 
or iambic pentameter 
on old English parchment. 
There are no rules, 
No absolutes. 
Poems are confessions 
of the soul, 
Written out of need 
And want of expression. 
Poems are not diamonds, 
Platinum or gold-
They are worth only 
The paper on which they were written, 
But to that heart, 
They are pricelss 
Be they good or bad, 
For like the hand that wrote them 
They are an extensions 
Of the self. 
Poems are hope and despair. 
Poems are happiness, sorrow, hate 
Love, pleasure, and pain. 
Poems are people -
Unafraid to speak. 
Th e Banana 
Janet Senzer 
By age five I already knew that my 
mother had a hard time with all the chores 
involved in running a house and raising 
two daughters. She rushed around the 
house , hair unkempt, scrubbing walls, 
breaking dishes and always a bit behind 
schedule. She arrived at school late, daily, 
to pick me up, always out of breathe. 
Food was often mistakenly overcooked, 
clothes shrunk from improper washing . 
So it was not a surprise when I reached 
into my brown paper bag and found the 
black banana. Our kindergarten, you see, 
had weekly picnics. Every Friday we had 
to show up with a particular fruit. On this 
day, the assignment was to bring in a 
banana. All the children were sitting in a 
circle when the teacher said, "Now 
children, I want you each to take your 
banana out of your bag so everyone can 
see it." Each child pulled out a bright, 
yellow , perfect-looking banana . I pulled 
out a black, apparently rotten banana. 
Tears of shame coated my face. Couldn't 
my mother do anything right? As my eyes 
moved from one yellow , firm banana to 
another, each resting for everyone to see 
on a child's lap, the tears continued to roll. 
My teacher's hand and soft voice 
interrupted my sadness. With the 
sensitivity of a fine teacher, she somehow 
knew why I was so grieved. 
"Janet," she said, "you have the best 
banana in the whole class. Your banana is 
perfect." I looked at her, sure she was 
lying, but she continued . "Everyone else's 
banana is not ripe yet. A banana should be 
just the color of yours to be sweet. Try H·" 
I slowly unpeeled the banana and put my"' 
mouth to it. It was the sweetest banana I 
had ever tasted. 
My tears dried as I savored my special 
banana and the lesson I'd learned: "Being 






About four years ago I bumped into Joni 
in the municiple parking lot in Town, 
where I still lived and she no longer did. I 
heard someone calling me as I was getting 
into my car. I had no idea who she was. 
She was wearing a skirt and stockings, had 
make-up on and manicured red fingernails. 
I watched her approach me. I must have 
had that apologetic "I know you from 
somewhere" look on my face when she 
reached my car. 
"You don't know who I am." 
The voice gave it away. "Joni" I smiled. I 
didn't recognize you." I was trying not to 
come off as astonished as I was. We went 
to t~e luncheonette for a cup of coffee. 
Jom was now a Social Studies teacher in 
the Bronx. She dressed like that all the 
time not because she had to but because 
she liked to. She probably told me that she 
was the campaign manager for her brother 
who won a congressional seat on the 
republican ticket. I sat there listening with 
the exterior appearance of total calm, 
perfect acceptance. Joni excused herself to 
go to the women's room. Sitting there 
alone, waiting for her to return, I found 
myself drifting back ... 
It was the summer of 1979. I became a 
tennis pro and taught at the tennis club in 
town. There were other clubs around, but 
this was the one I wanted to be at. The 
head pro was a woman, a lesbian (like me, 
although I didn't know it yet). I thought I 
could be the next Martina Navratolova. 
So, while my friends went off to pursue 
their education that previous September, I 
stayed right there, teaching tennis to bratty 
kids and wealthy suburbanites; and being 
coached myself at tennis as well as 
lesbianism. 
I was the epitome of a teaching pro. 
young and fit and tan, preppy and propper, 
and a good teacher ( so I was told). My 
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career as a "real" pro was going nowhere 
fast. I was coming to the realization that I 
didn't have what it takes for the big 
leagues. Who knows why? Aside from 
the raw skill (which I probably didn't 
have), you need mental fortitude, a single 
mindedness, drive and above all, 
unyielding confidence (I didn't have it). 
Teaching was fun, but it was never my 
ambition. It was a means to an end which 
had ended in disappointment. No longer 
devoted to long hours of practice and going 
to bed early, I began to yearn for a social 
life. I was ready to explore who I was. A 
lesbian. 
Something was happening that summer 
in 1979. A community was developing. 
Right there in this suburban, affluent, 
WASP, republican, north shore town. 
Just when I was ready for it to happen. 
There were pot-luck dinners and CR 
groups, dances and book groups. There 
was a community of women and they were 
"out" and happy and wild. A women's 
bookstore opened up. Right there in our 
town. 
... The town where I grew up having a 
stereotypically "normal" childhood. 
Playing spud, and kickball, hide and seek, 
tag. Where I would eat hamburgers at the 
"Hamburger Choo Choo". (The counter 
had an electric train set up on it and when 
your burger was ready, the cook would put 
the plate on one of the cars and deliver 
your burger.) Where nothing strange or 
unusual ever happened. Except once, 
when Nancy who lived across the street 
was killed when she rode her bike out into 
the road just as a school bus was driving 
by. She was in third grade. I was in 
second. For a while after that there was a 
heaviness in the neighborhood. Our 
mothers would whisper over cups of 
coffee and we sort of understood but not 
really. This was your average regular 
town and I was your average regular kid. 
And to someone who wasn't looking, it 
probably appeared that way in 1979. A 
very unlikely place for Friday night 
discussion groups at the bookstore every 
week. There was even a new bar where 
women could go and dance. It was all so 
new to me. I felt like a visitor from 
another country. I was intrigued and 
curious and still denying that it was 
anything more than an exploration for 
myself. I had a boyfriend and I liked him, 
a nice ivy league guy who played on his 
tennis team. 
I loved going to these "w01pen's" 
events. It's hard to explain how it feels to 
fit in okay, but know there is something 
amiss - but not be willing or able to define 
what it is. ( for example, boyfriends: I 
could take them .or leave them but I always 
had one because I knew/felt I was 
supposed to) At these women's events, I 
was uncomfortable at first, but that amiss 
feeling was gone for the first time ever in 
my whole life. 
It was at one of these gatherings that I 
met Joni. She had long dark hair and big 
brown eyes. She was not fat but far from 
slim, didn't shave her legs or wear a bra 
and wore buttons that said things like 
"Dyke" on them. Joni was politically 
correct (I didn't know what that meant 
y~t), she was a separatist, politically active, 
fnendly and popular and knew everyone it 
seemed. Joni was seeing a woman by the 
name of Barbara Berkman. Barbara was 
~e c_atalyst behind every event that went on 
m this new "community", the undeniable 
nonverbalized leader of the pack. As with 
most leaders, Barbara needed and loved 
an? hated the power and responsibility of 
bemg the community leader. But that's 
another story. This is about Joni. And 
me. I was shy and by this group's 
standards, very conservative. I thought I 
was a feminist until I met this bunch. I had 
a lot to learn. For some reason, Joni took 
it upon herself to show me the ropes. She 
introduced me around, stood next to me 
when I was feeling insecure, and danced 
with me even though I didn't know how to 
dance. Joni taught me all about lesbian 
feminist politics, "Fat is a feminist issue", 
confronted me on my own homophobia. 
Why is it so important to you that other 
people should think you're straight?", and 
taught me the social etiquette among 
lesbians. Lesbian etiquette was and still is 
my hardest subject, so I am consciously 
omitting any examples. Did I mention that 
Joni sometimes wore her menstrual blood 
on her forehead? She would squeeze out 
her menstrual sponge (remember those?) 
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into an ice tray and store it in the freezer. 
She did it when she felt sexism raging and 
she needed some extra woman power. 
Then she'd defrost some and dab a little 
right there on her forehead. "It's 
empowering," she'd say. On the Thursday 
night before a Friday night dance, I got a 
phone call. "Hello?" 
"Margo? Hi. This is Joni. Are you 
planning on going to the dance tomorrow?" 
"Yeah, I'll probably be there. Why?" 
"Do you think we could go together? 
Maybe get something to eat first?" 
This was something new. I usually 
went to these things by myself and hooked 
up with Joni AND Barbara and the rest. I 
wasn't sure what this meant, what to say. 
"Margo? Are you still there?" 
"Oh. Yeah. Sorry, I was just thinking. 
Um, sure we could go together if you 
want. I'm teaching at the club until seven. 
We could meet somewhere." 
"I'll pick you up. That way we only 
have to worry about one car." 
"Um ... " My homphobia was 
confronting me at that very moment. It 
was touch and go. I was on the fence. 
Stalling. "Okay. Pick me up at around 
seven fifteen just in case I'm running late." 
"Please God, don't let me run late." I 
thought. 
The next evening at six forty-five there I 
was on court 1 (the teaching court. Where 
everyone could watch and listen. It was 
good for business) in my Izod shirt with 
matching shorts and socks, teaching Bob 
and Terry Hoops (they were yuppies even 
though the phrase wasn't coined yet, they 
were both lawyers) I liked teaching Bob 
and Terry, they tried real hard and I could 
joke with them. So there I was out there 
on the court when out of the corner of my 
eye, I spotted Joni, with her hairy legs, 
wearing a tee shirt that said "Lesbians 
Unite" on it, walking through the 
clubhouse like she owned the place. I 
checked my watch. Fifteen more minutes, 
no way to cut the lesson short. I broke out 
in a sweat. 
Terry said, "Hey Bob. We're finally 
making Margo sweat." Joni gave a little 
wave as she plopped herself down in one 
of the lawn chairs. I don't think I waved 
back. It was the longest fifteen minutes of 
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my life. I gave the rest of the lesson on 
automatic pilot while I tried to figure how I 
could get us out of there as 
inconspicuously as possible. All without 
insulting Joni because I was in no mood 
for a lecture on selective politics. It was no 
use. There was no way. The lesson ended 
and the three of us walked off the court 
toward Joni. 
"Hi." she said. "This is a nice place. I 
wanted to get here so I could watch you 
teach." 
Before I had time to answer Bob said, 
"Oh she's a great teacher." Terry chimed 
in a few words of merit and I was forced to 
introduce them. "Terry and Bob, this is 
my friend Joni. Joni, Terry and Bob." 
They shook hands and I was sure Terry 
and Bob noticed Joni's shirt. My stomach 
was doing flips. The minimal amount of 
social chatter and we were out of there. I 
didn't bother going through the clubhouse 
to say goodbye. We went straight to the 
parking lot. 
We got into Joni's car and I didn't say 
anything for a long time. I was trying to 
get a grip on my anger. I was angry with 
Joni for showing up early, and I was angry 
with myself for being angry about it. If 
Joni were a stereotypically acceptable 
woman, I would have loved that she came 
early to watch me teach. I was looking out 
the window watching all that was familiar 
blur by. 
"Where do you want to eat?" She 
finally asked. 
"Oh I don't care. I'm not that hungry 




We drove in silence passing one pizza 
place after the next. Apparently, Joni had a 
favorite. Finally she pulled into the 
parking lot of a little shopping center. 
Every little shopping center has a pizza 
place. This one was very small with dark 
wood paneling and four booths with red 
vinyl seats and plastic red and white 
checked table cloths. On our table was one 
of those red goblet candles with the white 
plastic mesh around it. I can never resi~t 
playing with those candles and started nght 
in swirling the melted wax around and 
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making drips in the ash tray. I was still a 
little angry and not ready to talk with Joni. 
"Is something wrong?" 
"No. I'm just a little tired., Long day." 
I lied. "Is everything okay with you?" 
"Yes, everything is fine ... I did want to 
talk with you though. Alone. That's why 
I asked you to have dinner with me." 
"What's up?" 
"I want to see you." 
"What?" Our pizza came. I 
concentrated on taking a slice onto my 
paper plate. I fussed with the cheese, the 
napkins, my straw ... 
"I want to see you." She reached across 
the table and touched my arm. I looked 
up, met her eyes which were so big and 
serious. 
"I don't think I know what you mean ." 
I wasn't lying. 
"I want us to be more than friends." 
"What about Barbara?" I didn't want to 
be having this conversation. Things were 
getting complicated. I wished for them to 
be simple again. 
"Barbara and I have a non-monagamous 
relationship." 
"I've been hearing that term being 
thrown around a lot. What's it mean 
exactly?" 
"We're both free to see other women." 
"And you still see each other at the same 
time you're both seeing these other 
women." 
"Yeah." 
"And everybody knows about 
everybody else?" 
"Yeah." 
"And it works? Nobody gets jealous? 
What if both women want to see you on 
the same night? What if you're out 
dancing with one of these women and the 
other one just happens to show up?" 
(Please remember this was 1979. I was 
nineteen years old and just starting to 
figure out I was a lesbian. Monogamy or 
nonmonogamy was a whole other 
stratosphere. I was way out of my 
league.) 
Joni shrugged. "Things work out 
somehow." 
"Look Joni, this is all brand new for 
me. I don't think I'm ready to be in this 
kind of relationship. Call me rigid, 
narrow-minded, whatever you want but I 
don't think that is the kind of relationship I 
want to be in. At least not right away." 
"If I wasn't with Barbara, would you 
see me?" 
I thought I was off the hook and there I 
was wriggling, dangling, hooked. I didn't 
know what I thought. I was afraid I 
wasn't interested in Joni because I was a 
privileged, Jewish, white, bourgeois, 
preppy tennis player. I liked Joni. Was 
she ju~t too radical for me? I was taking a 
long_ tune to an~w~,r- Joni waited patiently. 
Fmally, I said, Yes. I'd probably see 
you if you weren't with Barbara. But you 
are. And I don't want you to split up just 
because I don't want to have a non-
monagamous relationship. So let's just go 
on the way things are." 
"I'll break things off with Barbara 
tonight." 
"NO! I mean, no. I really don't want 
you to do that. I don't know if this can 
work Joni." 
"Why not?" 
"We're pretty different. You know?" 
"I really like you Margo. I'm not 
em?~assed by who you are. Do my 
politics embarrass you?" . 
She got me. "No of course not." I said to 
her and myself. 
"Good. I'm really happy." 
"What about Barbara?" I had visions of 
Barbara's brigade doing some politically 
correct, horrible thing to me. 
"Things will be okay." She smiled and 
took a bite of the now icy cold pizza. 
Things with Barbara were not instantly 
okay. But that is another story. This is a 
story about Joni. And me. Joni and I 
were an item. I quickly became more 
ra~cal. You will be happy to know that I 
still had some self-conviction. I drew the 
line at the menstrual blood, gave Joni an 
ultimatum and she chose me over 
empowerment. So here I was, this new 
radical dyke. Everyone was now an "ist" 
and every issue was an "ism". My family 
was afraid to talk to me for fear of being 
blasted with my new lesbian feminist 
rhetoric. Frankly, I was obnoxious. 
Instead of being the happy young tennis 
player, I was the angry young lesbian. It 
took about a year for me to realize that I 
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only believed about half the things I was 
spewing. Joni and I parted in the 
politically correct fashion. We vowed to 
be friends and stay in touch. We never 
did. I left the tennis world, went to school 
and became who I am. My politics toned 
down enough for me to make peace with 
the world, and for people not to be afraid 
to talk to me. Last I'd heard of Joni she'd 
moved to Brooklyn and was involved with 
the Socialist Workers Party. 
Not too long after Joni and I parted 
company, things also began to change in 
the community itself. People were so 
interested in being politically perfect, there 
was no way for anyone to live up to those 
standards, even if they wanted to. We 
began to have factions and arguments and 
backstabbing. · Barbara Berkman was 
raked over the coals and she raked back. 
Nothing was fun anymore. Events ceased 
to happen. The women's bookstore went 
out of business. It all began with a 
political awareness and it ended because 
our politics got out of control. Times were 
changing; not just in our little town, but in 
women's communities everywhere. I 
suppose we had to define who we were, to 
ourselves as much as to society, before we 
could break out of the definition. There 
may not be that wonderful sense of 
belonging and power anymore, but things 
are less rigid, no more rules. After all, that 
was one reason many of us chose to be 
lesbians in the first place. 1990, the big 
question is, Am I still a lesbian if I identify 
myself as a lesbian but my current 
relationship happens to be with a man? 
Things change. People change. 
Joni returned from the women's room . 
"So what have you been doing with 
your life? Do you still play tennis?" 
"No." I said, "I gave it up." That all 
seems like such a long time ago now. It 
was part of a past life. 
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Th e Other Apostles 
Barbara Smith-Moran 
They were there with the men, but overlooked, as usual, 
not counted when the heads were numbered, one through twelve. 
Twelve was the number of the tribes of ancient Israel, 
so twelve was the number of Apostles for the job 
of bringing in the Kingdom. (No women need apply.) 
Who were the namers of the twelve worthy men? 
Not Jesus; he called scores of disciples, men and women. 
It was Matthew, Mark and Luke, three writers of the Gospels , 
who decided it was men who were needed for the job 
of bringing in the Kingdom -- so, no women need apply. 
But Martha, same as Peter, greeted Jesus as Messiah; 
and Magdalene was witness to the Easter-risen Lord --
way ahead of doubting Thomas. But guess who made the cut. 
Oh, a blind-spot for women kept the ranks entirely masculine 
for bringing in the Kingdom. (No women need apply.) 
No Martha, no Mary, no woman's name appeared 
on the Apostolic honor Roll, when awards were handed out, 
though it was women's work that kept the Jesus Movement going, 
the feeding and the sheltering, the loving -- and the paying 
for bringing in the Kingdom. No women need appy? 
Thank goodness, someone had a house and someone kept a job! 
The men had mostly left theirs, to wander with the Master. 
But curing the lepers and exorcising devils 
put no roof over their heads, nor bread on the table. 
Verily, the Kingdom would have languished if no women had applied. 
So, three writers of the Gospels had a cul_tural disea_se, 
a blindness for the women who did Apostolic work. 
But we, Christ's new evangelist, can tell the story right, 
naming Martha, Magdalene, Mary and Suchara, 
blessed Apostles of the Kingdom. Every woman may apply. 
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Five Baby Boys 
Foster Rockwell 
These children 
raised to men 
orbit their sun 
warm mother 
unwilling to let them go. 
She holds them close 
in long arms 
stretching. 
Understanding them individually 
she lets go 
her own dreams of them. 




swallowing days like pills. 
Her days and heart 
full now, 
she holds her head high 
to see them, 




in memory of He 
Deborah Valianti 
Eating a black-
pudding breakfast I remember 
the mixed-grill my friend 
John Mackie made for me 
back when friends 
still slept together for 
comfort, 
in those hedonistic 
halcyon days before such acts 
became symbolic of sickness, 
scisms and "-isms," 
those all-but-forgotten days when 
sex seemed safe 





It's getting difficult, trying to wedge 
love into this. I have no time for it, and 
shamefully I admit, I'm not even 
interested anymore. And that's a major 
shift, since my youth was spent laying 
eggs in search of the highest ecstasy, the 
most intense intimacy of physical 
discovery. All that mattered was the 
electrifying charge of passion. Some of 
the partners were of questionable 
character, but it didn't matter. As long as 
the dim ension existed for exci tement and 
lust... 
Well, all that has changed. In fact, it 
has all become bodaciously borin g. And 
I'm not even old; it's just that love is cast 
in a new light. We're not old! My 
partner, for exarhple is still capable, in his 
middle age, of pulling all-n ighters in 
order to scrape grout or to be alone with a 
crossword puzzle. But as he maintains 
his youthfulness, I have become the 
classic nagging wife. I would have left 
me long ago. I invite him to, suggest he 
take a lover, try his boring jok es out on 
someone else. How can it be that my 
desire has dwindl ed? Our bodies fit 
when they do, but the angles, the edges 
are sharper . It's the noses: his nose, 
which is far shorter than mine, suddenly 
is in my way. His hands hover too long 
over my mouth sometimes, and I scream 
at being confined. I feel sometimes he 
might be trying to drive me away. I am, 
after all, an impossibl e person. _But I 
depend on him, really, to the pomt of 
distraction. I am so afraid of the demons 
of misogyny in the world. I don't go to 
the woods alone, although I'd love to, 
and probably should . 
We've never had enough money, and 
because of it we're behind the times. 
1 2 
While most couples are starting to think 
about financing their kids' college 
education, we're still strapped with a 
huge mortgage, acquired during New 
England's last hurrah. I blame my 
partner. If he had taken a chance, been 
willing to take a stand, been more 
clever ... oh I can go on on this one! 
How foolish and embarrassing our 
mistakes continue to be. When we didn't 
buy in right away (he drove a cab); wh~n 
we didn't take care of the rental properties 
(he didn't believe in mowing grass--too 
bourgeois); when, oh I could go on and 
on, but the subject here is love. I have 
nightmares of losing it all. 
We stay up late . Our son , stuck on 
times tables, can't do the challenging 
math homework. We moved to this high 
mortgage home to reap the benefits of a 
pushy school system. 4th grad_e: 30 
minutes of homework extends mto four 
hours. Our rooms are right next to each 
other which translates into no privacy. I 
can't ~ake love while he's up and awake . 
I remember listening , so I say no. Not 
just tonight, but it seems like every ,nig~t. 
Excuses: we haven't talked. I cant , Im 
too restless . You don't recite poetry to 
me. 
"Please talk to me!" I'm begging, then 
I get annoyed. 
"But I'm your husband!" he pleads. 
"I don't care who you are. How can I 
trust you if I don't know what'~ going on 
in your head and heart? (I don t trust 
anyone . I've asked him three times to 
dismount.) 
"You don't trust me?!" He gets up 
restless after he brushes the chips of 
ceiling paint off the bed . we:re . 
renovating our room, but cant decide on 
the color so we're taking it very slowly, 
very mu~h in pieces. I'm creating a 
sacred space of soot~ng .col?rs and 
textures. Everyone 1s stnppmg 
wallpaper. We listen to political ~ongs on 
the dusty radio -- a kind of echo fills the 
room. Our bedroom. Where we go to 
make love, to be intimate, to share . I 
want the process of stripping down and 
smoothing over to be as slow, as rou:id , 
as loving as the most wonderful physical 
love. The space must be soft and smooth 
as love. What is the color of love? 
In traffic this morning, I see a guy in a 
clean dark Acura. He wears contrasting 
white. His hair is long and dark; he 
wears dark, fashionable shades. It's the 
January thaw, and the hint of spring is 
arousing. He is.as smooth ad mysterious 
as the questions behind the Stuart murder 
case. I'd love to find this attractive man -
- straight out of Esquire--pursuing me in 
an appealing way. I imagine sharing an 
expensive bottle of wine at a restaurant 
rendez-vous where the question of where 
the money will come from to pay for it 
never comes up. I imagine turning liquid 
with desire, thinned out and softened, 
like butter zapped in a microwave, in 
contrast to his gentle hardness. I imagine 
the flow of conversation coming from his 
soul, effortlessly stirring inspiration. I 
need love like that, I think. 
My young daughter tries my patience, 
and I am forced to follow through with 
my threats of standing her in a comer in 
an effort to guide her. I am plagued with 
d~ubt about whether I am doing the right 
thmg. She casts aspersions and says she 
hates me. "No, no, no! You can't do 
that! Bad Mommy." I am haunted and 
feel ~e shit. I wish all these trials were 
long m my past. I explain I can't just 
allo~ her free reign, even though I love 
her m a way she may one day 
understand. For her it's a matter of 
pride. I do not call her terrible names. I 
do not harm her. In her life I have only 
screamed "Shut up!" once, although I 
have felt that desire shaking from my toes 
thousands of times. I have walked away 
from her in a rage. I have counted to 10 
after learning the importance. She is a ' 
small person who has suffered side by 
side of my suffering, my temper, my 
impatience, my search for satisfying love. 
I show her my vulnerability. I cry with 
her. I explain why attempts at getting her 
own way don't always work, why 
disappointment leaves one bitter, why 
some things can't be explained. I explain 
that feelings, a weakness for their depth 
and inaccessibility, are part of the human 
technology, the human condition, sorry 
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as it seems. And that women, for all our 
strength and glory ... 
What? Get the shaft? Have been 
ignored? Do not always have the same 
channels, have slightly more difficult 
challenges, like the double whammy of 
ambition bogged down by the physical 
equipment which naturally creates a flog 
in the system? I want her to have the 
opportunities I never had, but I don't 
want to push her. Swimming lessons, 
ballet, music, art, science, law, 
education, economics, a non-
disillusionment sense, a reality base that 
serves as a bed of knowledge rather than 
a hindrance. 
I don't want her to be hurt, or abused, 
or come to expect anything less than what 
she truly deserves. I do want her to hold 
her standards high and work hard for her 
success. I do want her to have the ability 
to stand up to the shits of the world, to 
stand up and assert herself, to stand up 
and be counted among the strong women 
of her generation. . . 
The children are both mvited away for 
the same day and time. This is something 
we often try to arrange but it fails. My 
partner is busy painting still. I have done 
the laundry, the grocery shopping, the 
cleaning. The radio is blaring. I can feel 
him bristle as I walk into the room to tum 
the radio down. 
"Hey, do you mind?" he says. 
"I need to talk to you." 
"I was listening ... " 
"Listen to me, Everyone's gone. 
Don't you think we should take 
advantage and make love? There's no 
one here but us! We can make all the 
noise we need to. I need you so badly." 
He gets off the ladder and cleans up. 
We don't have much time, but enough. 
I'm under the covers when he returns, 
looking at the shift in our color scheme, 
noticing the sun through the new mini 
blinds, watching the trees move slowly in 
the breeze. It takes awhile to get settled, 
to move together. We look at each other. 
His round blue eyes, handsome, are 
open. His skin that smells distinctly him 
is warm and full of mystery. I don't 
know this man at all, yet he has been my 
partner for a long time. 
"Talk to me," I beg. 
He begins in his nervous kind of way. 
He is so excited; he can't wait to get in. I 
want to wait. I can't be lured, persuaded, 
coaxed, but I'm hungry for the feel of 
connection. We joke a little; natural 
rhythms begin to emerge; cool, soft 
colors begin to swirl around us, twirling 
and mixing, warming up. His touch is 
f arniliar. He knows what to do, how 
much time to give me . How much time 
he needs. It's been too long . I love the 
feel of his skin. At the critical post-
operative moments, when my body is 
totally soft and my mind is floating to 
wonderful dimensions, he just won't stop 
fidgeting . I start to get annoyed. "Will 
you be still! Just breathe. Just be in the 
moment!?! " 
"Let me move my arm," he says. 
"Stay inside?" 
"I can't. I'm already through." 
So much for that. The sweet, sticky 
clear shiney stuff oozes slimey onto my 
thigh. We lie together a few moments 
more. Because it's still daylight, when 
we get up we can continue our intimacy, 
feel good about ourselves and each other, 
while we go about our business. 
We get up. -The sun is beginning to set 
way off. The clouds look long and 
stre!ched against the sky, like playdough 
or silly putty. We dress, comfortable 
with the possibilities between each other. 
W~ walk downtown, my arm around his 
waist, my thumb hooked into the belt 
loop of his jeans, under the warmth of his 
leather jacket. his arm around my 
shoulder, claiming my person, wanting 
me close to him. 
We do have a glass of cabernet 
savignon. The words come easily. 
"You look beautiful. What do you 
think? Vaclac Havel elected President of 
Czechoslavakia!" 
"Let's go see if we can find one of his 
plays in English." 
"I read in ..!ag that Miles will be in 
Boston again in March. We have to go!" 
"You know he's into painting now?" 
"Yeah. Did I tell you I'll be 
performing at the freestyle episode sound 
display?" 
"One of your pieces?" 
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It's all so pretentious. Our legs 
wobble a bit; we eat dinner at Bel Canto 
and take in a show: "Do the Right ' 
Thing", Spike Lee. A bit more 
controversy; a shake 'em up, tie 'em 
down route. 
But none of this is true. After we 
make love, my partner says: "Thanks for 
this. It's so easy to forget who we are." 
He jumps up and goes to get the 
children. The evening begins . Before 
long, they're fighting over a mirror, 
playing, but only on the surface. Before 
long, my partner is back to his stupid 
jokes, obsessed with his impact on 
himself. Unharnessed energy. I resent 
we can't go out alone. 
Historian writer Antonia Fraser says of 
her husband playwright Harold Pinter: "I 
don't criticize Harold's work. I influence 
Harold. I contribute to his work by being 
with him, by talking to him." Obviously , 
these are second marriages. 
I complain to my husband that I want 
my own bed, my own space. He flatly 
refuses and says it's beneficial to keep 
each other warm. I say this attitude is 
couched in old Catholicism. I want to 
break away, to make a statement. 
We drive down our lane after a 
morning of ice skating which we enjoy 
because it is something we all can do. 
The children are old enough for 
horseback riding, for fun entertainment 
typical of my positive childhood 
memories. I want to share them but also 
relive them, to get away from the 
burdensome routine of our lives. 
Anyway, we drive down the lane and 
there's our neighbor, the young, urban 
professional himself! His Miata is in the 
locked garage across the street. He's 
wearing horn-rimmed glasses, a new 
Boston Ma~azine type touch. His white 
silk scarf from Iran or China is blowing 
in the breeze. He's doing the leaves, 
trying to effect grace in the long strokes 
of the borrowed rake against the freshly 
exposed , still hard ground . 
"Looking good," I say outloud as we 
smile and wave. It's almost 
unconscious. 
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"He's just trying to be dramatic," my 
partner says, gunning it to our gravel 
driveway. 
This neighbor has no personality, due 
to his solitary profession as a scientist. 
It's almost impossible to have a 
conversation with him. It's all visual , 
chemical. Later, I find out he has a new 
lover. I realize I was tuning into his 
message. He was on the make, not for 
me, but for the woman who drives the car 
often parked in his driveway. When it's 
there, I know they have made love, come 
together. I get jealous, secretly, but 
quickly cover it up. 
But my partner isn't fooled. We 
engage in our own love making again, 
and he asks if I'd be interested in 
"sharing ". 
"No," I say. There's no one I'd like to 
share with. Besides , I'm too jealous and 
I've done it before. Before you." ' 
"No one? Not even a NEIGHBOR? " 
"No." 
My partner calls at the last minute to 
say he'll be late, could I pick up the kids? 
I shut everything off and drive to the 
~chool. After initial greetings, a teacher 
rnforms me that my older child caused 
some ~sc hief with a suggestive 
magazrne. 
It belongs to So & So, he tells me. 
We talk about inappropriateness about 
rechanelling energy, about the n~ed to 
blend as one of the many kids enrolled in 
the program. Meanwhile, the younger 
c~d . is ~ng to make an arrangement for 
a visit with her friend, and we have to 
delay the conversation to another time 
since I don't have my calendar handy. 
When we get home, everyone has 
arrived, including my partner. Everyone 
starts wanting something from me. I feel 
like a cow with stretched udders. The 
older child telephones So & So to tell her 
she can keep the magazine. So & So's 
mother wants to speak to me. It turns out 
the magazin e is my child's. I have to 
catch hell form So & So's mother about 
parentin g and keeping a tighter watch: 
It certainly isn't my daughter's. These 
magazines support discrimination, 
misogyny , antisemetism, homophobia , 
and I think as a parent, you should be 
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more aware of what your son is up to! " 
she says. 
I'm boiling now. I send my husb and , 
who is nonchalantly typing a letter , as if 
the incident happening in the next room 
doesn't involve him, to So & So's hou se 
to pick up the infamous magazine . I start 
yelling at my child . 
"Do you want people to think you 're a 
jerk? You ARE NOT a jerk, so why did 
you lie to me?" 
"I didn 't lie!" 
"I asked you who brought the 
magazine to school, and you said So & 
So! " 
"I gave it to her! She said she loved 
the groups and had posters of them all 
over her room! She said her parents 
allowed her to!" 
"But you lied. It was your maga2:_ine! 
You brought it to school! And she lied , 
because obviously her parents aren't real 
pleased!" I pick up his math book, and 
while I do want to hit him over the head 
with it, I bang it on the table a c~uple of 
times for emphasis. Who is the Jerk 
now? 
Meanwhile my young daughter 
watches silently . She says she saw the 
magazine. 
"What kind of pictures were they?" I 
ask. 
"Guys with long hair ,." she says .. 
Guys who look like girls, guys with 
tatoos, guys with guitars, and ripped 
clothing, sensationally open mouth~, 
bracelets chains and rings. I feel sick, ' . . and begin to obsess . She is bemg 
neglected. The older child has done it 
again, ripped all the attention from ?er to 
himself. What will she learn from It? 
Will she learn the importance, the 
morality of standing up for_ h~r ~liefs, . 
indentifying with the most 1IT1tatmg social 
element to evoke founded or unfounded 
fears in me? Will she have the courage to 
tell her truth? 
The tears begin to flow when my child 
describes the injustice he feels between 
his appreciation for rock attire and lyrics, 
and the misrepresentation they evoke. I 
feel I am talking to a sixteen year old 
midget. I want him to know I love him 
anyway . I keep searching for that child I 
remember in him. I want the younger 
one to know we're there for her too. 
Then my partner loses one of my 
disks, forgets to talce out the garbage, 
neglects to malce the bed, leaves his stuff 
around, and generally pisses me off 
because I don't know how to handle the 
intense parenting concerns, and I feel 
he's just bowed out. 
Statistics say women as housewives at 
age 37 malce love only 4.2 times a month. 
That is the problem right there! I notice 
things when my partner and I malce love. 
It is often very nice. It sometimes 
(though rarely) happens that we climax 
together, which is THE symbol of 
connectedness. The morning after, we 
feel good, but the sensations quickly 
dissolve as we get wrapped up in 
irritating interactions due to not 
prolonging the intimacy. Immediately 
we're thrown into our routines of getting 
up late, dealing with breakfast, a couple 
of arguments, getting lunch together, and 
beating the clock to school on time. The 
day after that (day 2), I'm ready for 
more, but there's no time still. And by 
the 3rd day, I NEED it. If we do it again, 
then, I have a better chance of being on 
sure footing. But if we don't, I get 
acidic, vitriolic, bitter, resentful. I feel 
I'm begging and working for nothing in a 
state of betrayal, a state of being used. 
It's the morning after that triggers the 
emptiness. Somehow, it takes three days 
to rise to the surface. 
We cuddle under the new sheets, now 
that the room is finished, and do the 
marriage survey from Esquire. What do 
you fight about most? Money, he says; 
spatial relations, I say. I look around the 
room. It feels spacious, comfortable, 
new. What do you know least about 
your spouse? What's going on, he says; 
feeling, I say. Coordinated pale pastels 
reflect the energy of our love, I decide. 
What is your spouse's weakest area? 
Confidence, he says; conversation, I say. 
We are laughing. What would you 
change in your spouse if you could? 
Sense of humor, he says; nothing, I say. 
We dim the light and hold each other. It 





Doria K. Rhodes 
Tucked away from all chaos and commotion, 
one heart beats. 
Free from troubles, this one heart, 
enclosed by a circular wall, 
felt pain and emptiness. 
It needed love and comfort, 
Not just another contender ... 
It needed another heart to beat with , 
One that will share the feelings of 
love and understanding . 
Every heart that has ever gotten a chance, 
never beat within the same rhythm. 








Anne Elezabeth Pluto 
seven years 
now, since I waved 
goodbye, and you drove 
westward, home 
where the heart sits 
down first, you wrote 
asking me to 
follow, not for love 
but imagination, 
your desire that 
crossed words like pirate 
bones, pressed dried leaves 
to paper mailed 
across state lines 
never explained 
for you it was enough 
to look at beauty. 
not like you 
I pulled the vein 
from each leaf 
built a skeleton 
from your gifts, and 
on the seventh summer 
dreamt your body 
bruised, imbedded 
to me the moon, 
the Crescent City, waiting 
outside, open armed 
leaf mapped with avenues 
I would walk through 
a ghost, lost 
in your letters 
that followed, 
too much like dreams 
that never come true. 
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An attic apartment, 
Lawrence, Kansas 
Esther Kohn 
I went to you. 
Took that leap into love 
and found myself 
Breathless 




Waiting for your return 
Each day from work, 
I pretend we're lovers 
(We had kissed a year before.) 
Our love seemed gentle: 
Thick vegetable soup and sweets 
Baths by candlelight 
Telling secrets 
Laughing a lot. 
We dined gourmet 
In a castle 
Touching feet 
Under the table. 
Flirting and flattering, 
I longed for the time 
We could just love each other. 
The possibility of passion 
Inspired us: 
Our feelings floated · 
Between Kansas and Missouri 
We invented a love 
To answer questions 
Not yet formed. 
We parted 
In the middle. 
You went west. 
I east. 
A coastal solution 
Suited both of us, 




I search to find the words 
That will make you understand 
But I am lost in my efforts 
And in time I give up 
Instead I tum my attention 
To less meaningful things 
Such as clouds in the sky 
And the faces in the crowd 
Maybe I am hoping to find the answer 
Before I even know the question 
Maybe I am searching too hard 
For something that cannot be found 
I am tired of trying 
And always failing 
There are no words 
To make you understand 
So I tum my attention 
To the shapeless clouds 
And nameless faces in the crowd 
Silently wishing they would let me know 
Just what it is you need to hear 
Time passes and I am alone 
The clouds have blown away 
And the faces have disappeared 
So I tum my attention 
Towards more meaningful things 
I begin my search once again 
Looking for the words 
That will make you understand 
But in the end there are no words 
Only feelings unlocked from my heart 
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A friend • IS .•. 
Darelyn Ulmer 
A friend is a person who's always there 
A friend is a person who shows they care 
A friend explains things when you feel mislead 
A friend says the things that are left unsaid 
A friend gives you tissues to wipe away tears 
A friend reassures you and helps ease your fears 
A friend brings you in when you're stuck in the rain 
A friend makes you laugh when your heart's full of pain 
A friend tells you things you don't want to hear 
A friend when needed , will always be near 
A friend who loves you will always be true 





My friendship with Beth, which lasted 
many years, was one that influenced and 
shaped my life. Even today, 
re~embering back on our friendship 
bnngs out poignant memories that stir my 
soul. Like an absorbing book or an 
engrossing movie, I hated to see our 
closeness disappear during our adult 
years. Yet, I will always appreciate what 
I learr,ied from my association with Beth, 
especially the significance, the necessity 
of a female companion. 
I first met Beth when we were both 
nine, and even though Beth's family was 
much wealthier than mine, she and I were 
very close from the start of our 
friendship. It was much like a prince and 
pauper relationship; and, although she 
came over my house on occasions, we 
spent the majority of our time at her 
hous~. To my modest, young eyes, 
Beth s house seemed like a castle. 
Surrounded by tall, ageless oaks and 
stately firs on fourteen acres of Cape Cod 
shore front property, the twenty-two 
room home had a view to the east of one 
~f the last existing manually run 
lighthouses and a small inlet harbor to the 
west. Children would scramble up the 
twenty foot wide front porch steps at the 
fro?t of the house, as if conquering the 
Starrs of the Lincoln memorial. The 
~u~e, gaping entry way was equal to the 
livmg room in any one of the homes of 
the local children who came to play. 
Beth, her five sisters, and her brother, 
seem~ to have everything. Each child 
h~d his or her own room, most equipped 
with a firepl~ce. And every sibling had 
so many vanous toys it rivalled the local 
toy stores. If we got tired of playing one 
game, there were many other to choose 
f~om. The enclosed porch, with a 
p1~turesque view of boats passing though 
V1!1eyard So?nd, was our favorite room. 
With the suns rays warming us through 
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the south facing glassed wall, we would 
play "Twenty-questions", "Monopoly", 
and "Charades", while the sounds of 
laughter and "Sargent Pepper's Lonely 
Hearts Club Band" would mingle and 
drift together into the bordering rooms. 
Throughout every season, weather 
permitting, we could often be found 
running and hiding along one of the 
multiple paths that cut through the 
property like a maze. Some would take 
us to the water's edge, where during the 
summer months we would hop into the 
family's 17 ft. Boston Whaler and skim 
across the water into the small village of 
Cotuit or to one of the nearby islands to 
explore and swim. Although only Beth 
and her family had actually taken tennis 
lessons, the rest of us enjoyed feigning 
we were bowing to cheering crowds at 
Wimbledon while we romped on the 
courts among the pines. The elaborate, 
manufactured tree house put our own 
homemade, rickety platforms to shame. 
Many nights we spent gazing at the stars 
from our sleeping bags, whispering 
shared secrets and pretending we were in 
our own little house. 
Beth and I would ride their two horses 
around and around the ring; and when we 
grew older, we were allowed to gallop 
them 
down the beach that abutted the property. 
In winter time the playground moved to 
their New Hampshire cottage near the 
mountains. Here I took my first skiing 
lessons, and overconfidently, made 
myself believe I could master my well 
trained cohort on the high slopes. Most 
of the time, though, I would end up 
inching my way down the mountain on 
one of the lesser used wocx:lland trails. 
I loved the friendship Beth and I 
shared. When she spent one summer in 
France, I cherished every letter and 
worried that she would find a new best 
friend while we were apart. 
My association with Beth offered me 
many opportunities I would never have 
been exposed to otherwise; yet more than 
that, we adored each other's company 
and relied on each other's 
companionship. We suffered and 
comforted each other through every 
,-,:;~-- ....... == ===~-
school tragedy and failed teenage 
romance. I would congratulate her for 
the 'A' she got on a report; she would 
support my newest interest. When, at the 
age of thirteen, I tragically lost my sister, 
it was only with Beth that I could express 
my grief. The year Beth's parents took 
her out of the local school and sent her to 
boarding school in Cambridge, I was 
devastated. So badly did I want to keep 
our friendship alive. I visited her 
occasionally at her Boston home until 
events in our lives slowly pulled us in 
different directions. 
Beth had everything. She was 
Princess Anne of the royal family. She 
was Sleeping Beauty and Cinderella. 
Every opportunity she took for granted 
would have been a dream come true for 
me. Years later I learned that she had 
m~e9- a wealthy Boston Lawyer-
Pol1t1cian, and was living in a luxurious 
Beacon Hill brownstone. I met her there 
once or twice when she had two 
beautiful, already socially prepared, 
young children, and was pregnant with a 
third. Her future seemed to have no 
limits and her face was often radiantly 
captured along with her husband's on the 
~ages of the state newspapers. The last 
tlme ~ saw her photo in the paper the 
headline read "Representative Candidate 
loses first born in tragic accident." 
Further reading tore at my insides and 
brought choking tightness to my throat as 
I learned how her five year old son had 
fallen down the old, double-doored 
elevator shaft of their brownstone, while 
Beth, six months pregnant and holding 
her two year old, watched helplessly. 
As though it was yesterday, I 
remember the New England fall day that 
was typically warm, yet mildly damp and 
breezy. The old, eighteenth century 
church was packed . At least 500 people 
filled the stone building until the doors 
~nd archways seemed to bulge from the 
impact. So many friends, relatives 
acquaintances had come to mourn the 
death of a small child. I was one of 
twenty people squeezed into one of the 
narrow, maroon cushioned pews. I had 
also come to grieve for the loss of the 
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child; but, not knowing the child well I 
mainly suffered for the parents. ' 
When I filed slowly out the church 
doors into the bright sunlight, I wondered 
how Beth felt. I had felt crushed and 
solemn, and frightened by the reality of 
the accidents that could happen to my 
children. I thought of Beth, my friend 
from childhood who had everything. I 
wondered what I could say to her after so 
long a time; every thought seemed 
insignificant. I watched her standing on 
the sidewalk, greeting concerned friends 
and passing a few words with family. 
She was beautiful and glowing as she 
smiled to those around her. That day I 
wished we were still close enough for me 
to help her through such a horrific ordeal, 
and I felt my own grief for the loss of the 




Janeen F. Crews 
Her copper curls, laced with blood and 
tissue, lay on my breast. 
My hands caressed, stroked as my tongue 
licked and cleaned. 
My heart grew big as my belly grew small. 
Her body became more part of me the more 
they pulled her from me. 
An ache grew to hold in all of her senses 
so that the world could not touch, soil 
change one pure part of her. 
Push, push , push. 
My body muscled the words, 
as my heart whispered, 
pull, pull, pull. 
Don't go. 
You're mine. 
For so long you have been 
my lover, my keeper. 
Now they want you. 
Now, you're special to them . 
Don't leave . 
I'll always hold you. 
Out there, 
I can only promise 
to try to hold you. 
Out there, 
there is no wall. 
Let's have just one more dance, 
one more walk alone. 
Let me be the one to lead you. 
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Anne Duchak Lang 
ageless elegance 
drips from her exotic fingers 
long spotted fingers 
each a singular shape 
they speak as they adjust 
folds of fantastic and 
shimmering fabric 
such style graces her 
they dance then 
clasp together 
catching wisps of snow 
that escape from her 
casual coiffure 
returning them to 





that reveal romantic eyes 
green mystery golden tales 
such style graces her 
"Well, I'll tell you ... " 
she tells me stories 
amid the movement of those 
long fingers 
bedecked with 
thick silver bands and 
turquoise pieces of sky 
roman tic dreamer 
I long to hold your 
long spotted fingers and 






arced like sleeping dragons 
poises still, gripped in 
frozen waves of ice. 
I am shocked by the 
unmoving presence of this 
once living sea where 
in another season I drank 
its wetness. Covered now by snow 
my heart shuts down, slips into 
cold depths and swims with hidden 
thoughts of you once alive. Now cradled 
in this great-lake your ashes breathe among us. 
Embers in the dragon's soul. I re- member 
the pleasure of your voice and warm 
cigar-smoke coat, still hanging in the closet. 
And our lunches in Chinatown, where 
I mastered chopsticks by watching 
your trembling fingers wrap around 
the delicate bamboo. You always said 
this was the one good thing 
you learned from the War. I wished then 
I could hold your hands, make them 
stop shaking, wipe the blood from your eyes. 
Behind us grandfather, the past always 
cracks up through the ice of our memory 
stands naked, shivering, waiting for the 
melting sun of spring. But now, 
how heavy the silent dragons 
threaten the flame of your whispering 
echoes, lighting this winter beach 
with your presence. 
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Teen Ye ars 
Carlee McLaughlin 
Growing up during my teen years 
hasn't been very easy at all. During my 
early teens, I was expected to do well. In 
fact, I was expected to work harder than I 
did as child. This was very stressful and 
I felt like growing up wasn't worth it. I 
really felt like giving up at times; 
however, I just told myself to keep 
going. 
People my age teased me a lot, 
especially the males. That was because I 
was quiet and passive, and I let people 
walk all over me. I knew that growing 
up was real hard, but I never had the guts 
to tell my mother because I wasn't aware 
that all girls felt that way. Then 
something changed my life completely. It 
took away all my innocence and made me 
aware that anything can happen, good or 
bad. 
I had a sister for fourteen years. 
Unfortunately she was killed in an 
automobi le accident when she was 
nineteen years old. This took place near 
the University of Arizona where she went 
to college. When I was told she had been 
killed, I thought I was dreaming and that 
I would wake up soon. However, I 
really knew that I hadn't been dreaming 
so I decided to face reality. I cried my 
eyes out that day. I told myself to let it 
out because the news was too bad for me 
to hold it in. 
I still feel an emptiness from time to 
time. After Lauren died I still had a lot of 
teen years to go. The teen tension 
between my mother and I began after that 
incident. At times I really felt the need to 
have an older sister to talk to, one that 
had experienced the same difficulties, 
with the same mother, and who knew 
what adolescence was like. Sure, I had a 
brother to talk to about how my mother 
and I sometimes didn't get along, but it 
wasn't the same as it would have been if I 
still had had my older sister to talk to. 
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Even though it was hard for me to 
accept the fact that my sister had passed 
away, it made me realize how strong I 
really am. Back then, when it happened, 
I knew deep in my heart that I would not 
completely give up hope. It was a chance 
to love my family and to help my mother 
whenever she felt depressed. I often 
went out with friends and I kept myself 
very busy. 
I think that this event made me more 
open with other people. I became less 
afraid of expressing my emotions, . 
therefore I didn't bottle up my feelings 
as much.' I know that my sister is 
probably watching over me and trusting 
me to be my own independent self. I feel 
like she has been my guiding light. 
When she was alive, she often fre~ch-
braided my hair, told me how to sack up 
for myself, and told me what clothes . 
would look good on me. After she died, 
I felt like she was saying, "You have 
reached the age of independence. Let's 
see what you can do. Trust_)'.ourself. 
you can do it." It was a posltlve thought 
even though I didn't like the fact that she 
wasn't around anymore. 
At fifteen I was less sad and depressed 
about what had happened to ~y sister. 
However other painful expenences took 
place. M~y of my peers ridiculed me or 
completely ignored m~ at school when I 
was trying to make fnends. !hat ~as a 
bad experience for me, especial~y smce I 
felt very insecure. I really felt like a 
loner, someone who didn't belong. 
Then during the next year, I was 
surprised because things got a lot be~er. 
1 was sixteen and had taken up runnmg . 
My moods were lifted just beca1;1se of the 
higher self-confidence that runmng gave 
me. Around that time we moved, . 
triggering many emotions in ou: family. 
We were attached to the memones of our 
old familiar home; however, after a~l, we 
had lived in the old house from the time I 
was three months old. Three months to 
sixteen-and-a-half years is a very long 
time if you think about it. I became a 
stronger person after the move, letting. go 
of old life and enjoying the adventure of 
living in our new home. 
Things remained pretty much okay 
until my parents got separated in January 
of 1988. It was hard for me emotionally 
because my mother, father, brother, and I 
never expected this to happen. In fact, I 
remember my mother coming into my 
room during previous years telling me 
that a divorce was not possible in this 
particular family. 
It hurt to see may parent fight all the 
time, whether it was on the phone or in 
person. I never remember feeling happy 
when they were at loggerheads. I do 
remember, however, the positive side of 
it, and that was that my father and I spent 
lots of time together sharing our feelings 
about the divorce. We often drove down 
to the family's beach house together. 
Those drives gave me a feeling of 
security and sense of direction. In 
August of 1988 my father moved to 
Scottsdale, Arizona. He thought it would 
be better for him to spend time alone. I 
was upset because we had the same 
birthday, and I felt sad knowing that we 
would not be together on that special day 
t~at year. However, I really enjoyed my 
birthday anyway, and I found I really like 
visiting him in Arizona where everything 
is laid back. 
My parents divorce became official in 
May of 1989. By then I had gotten used 
to the fact that my parents' relationship 
was over but, because of the amount of 
money that the divorce cost, things 
started to look bleak to me again. My 
mother and I had to spend all late August 
and early September packing and moving 
again. It was because of money 
problems. In a couple of years, we will 
probably move back. Right before we 
moved, my emotions suddenly took a 
tumble into the pits. Shock went through 
my head. I knew that we had just moved 
two-and-a-half years ago. I had just 
gotten used to our beautiful house with 
the swimming pool and tennis court. 
"Tough! It's your move," Murphy 's Law 
seemed to be saying. 
Now I've gotten used to the fact that 
we've moved and I know that nineteen is 
the only really great teen year I've had. 
After all, it's my last one. Pretty soon I 
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My mother is a very sweet person. She's -sensitive to my feelings and is kind and 
understanding . She knows me inside and out and can tell when I'm upset or 
anything. Sometimes we have fights and our ups and downs, but we always 
make up. 
Our relationship means a lot to me . It means a lot to me to be able to talk with her 
when I need to about problems. It just feels good to know she's there for me ~hen 
I need her. My mother's love and caring is like sunshine to keep me warm. Like a 




I strain to hear more clearly and see more sharply 
but can't. 
I thrash and yell and sweat and rant 
and you tum your back, 
reminding me of the power I lack 
to control destiny, 
to disseminate equity, 
to feel your arms around me. 
Frozen in time and floating in space, 
struggling to hold onto your thoughts and your face, 
I moan and I wail 
because you refuse to even speak to me. 
Standing, like an outcast on the periphery, 
you counsel with the shake of a fist 
that I can barely see through the mist 
of the dream veil 
I awaken and scream, 
oh, Daddy, 






Children can stretch 
like tree branches 
clear up into the night sky 
looking for a face to greet the·m 
in the space between the stars. 
Children can spill 
like water splashing 
into our lives in waves 
that peak and drop in graceful curves 
circling and settling around our hearts 
Children can dance 
they understand the silence between the notes 
and move by inspiration 
like colors playing tag at sunrise 
Children can play 
they have access to mysterious maps 
with luminous landscapes 
where oceans dream of light 
and mountains ascend in spirals 
Children can create 
they reveal the world in one sweep of a hand 
as magic unfolds 
and perceptions twinkle 
like facets of light 





"Everyone please stand to say the 
Pledge of Allegiance." There we stood 
facing a piece of construction paper 
mounted on a sturdy McDonald's straw 
and colored with red, white and blue 
stripes. A cluster of tiny stars in the 
upper left hand comer made the flag 
com~lete. A simple object, I must admit. 
Yet, m my mind, it was a symbol of 
r~de, that, given a chance, could wave 
o er the land of the free and home of the 
brave." I had created this flag for my one 
room schoolhouse which was located in 
the ~asement of my home. This 
envrro11;ment, which I created to play 
school m_, was much like the one Laura 
1?galls did her teaching in. At least, I 
liked to think it was . 
With the he~p of a healthy imagination, 
one "Yould nonce a large school bell 
hangmg above them upon entering my 
one room schC>?lhouse. Inside, a small 
woods tove sat m the comer keeping all of 
my students warm. I had an old globe 
two old fashioned desks, a large ' 
chalkbo ard, and a bookshelf overflowing 
with books. I had read workbooks 
textbo oks, dittos , and other teaching aids 
that my great grandmother used in her 
own one room schoolhouse in the 
1920 's. I even had a real planning book 
to map out the days activities. 
My youn ger brother , Tod, and my 
youn ger sister, Amy , were primarily my 
only two real students. I like to think 
that, in some small way, I contributed to 
their learnin g experiences . After all, 
Todd knew the Pledge of Allegiance at 
age three and Amy was the only one in 
her class who could define a noun before 
it had been discussed in the third grade. 
Yes, I take all of the credit for those 
out standin g achievemen ts. I took 
teachin g very seriously , even at that age. 
I would often get too carri ed away , 
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however, and be deserted by my pupils in 
the middle of a lesson. Todd and Amy 
may not have enjoyed all of the les son s 
which I taught, but with time, their value 
was redeemed. 
I loved to play school. I had it in my 
mind in the first grade that I would one 
day become an elementary school teacher. 
By third grade I had already decided how 
I would introduce multiplication to my 
future class: with apple trees and apples . 
I dreamed of writing on the board and 
giving spelling tests and being privileged 
enough to write with red ink as I 
corrected papers. My students would 
receive smiley face stamps if they turned 
in good work . 
My mom always said that when I got 
in high school , I would probably change 
my mind about my future plans. She said 
that most children go through a phase in 
which they want to be a teacher when 
they grow up, but that they usually 
change their minds when they get older. 
Consequently, I waited for the phase to 
end. It never did. 
f:. s.oph.omore in college, I am now 
maJonng m elementary education. A 
dream that developed in the first grade 
has ~ow become a goal so near my grasp 
that lt makes me shiver . No, Mom, I 
neve~ grew out of that "teacher phase," 
but, mstead, I grew within it. 
The Closet 
Elisa Lucozzi 
My junior year at Lesley was a time of 
great transition for me. It was also a time 
for me to explore coming out in places I 
hadn't thought I would before. Part of my 
studies at Lesley required a field 
placement. I was working at Respond, a 
shelter for battered women in Somerville, 
also one of the few shelters to work with 
battered lesbians. 
A few weeks into my placement and I 
had begun to feel very comfortable with 
my co-workers. My "gaydar" even told 
me that there were two other lesbians 
working there, but naturally it wasn't my 
position to ask. One day I was covering 
the phones and got a call from a lesbian 
who had been beaten by her lover. This 
was a very difficult call for me to respond 
to on two accounts: one because I was gay 
and not yet "out" at my placement, and two 
because I myself had recently gotten out of 
an abusive relationship. To complicate 
matters, my supervisor and the other staff 
members were in the room and could 
figure out what was going on by listening 
to my end of the conversation. The 
woman asked me if she could please talk to 
another woman who was a lesbian. So I 
sat there knowing that saying yes would let 
everyone in the office know I was gay and 
probably also know I had been abused by 
the end of the conversation. I couldn't 
handle this call, but being the well trained, 
budding young professional that I was, I 
told her that there were no lesbians on staff 
she could speak with but that I would 
network for her and call her back with 
numbers of other places she could call and 
get her needs met. She thanked me and we 
hung up the phone, and I let out a sigh of 
relief over how well I had slid out of that 
potential disaster. After spending all this 
time mentally complimenting myself on a 
job well done I looked and realized that 
everyone was kind of frozen in a 
statuesque position of sorts with the most 
bizarre looks on their faces. It caught my 
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thoughts for a split second, but I dismissed 
it for lack of a good explanation. 
Later that week I met with my 
supervisor, Arlene, for our weekly 
supervision session which took place in a 
tiny room that was at one time a walk-in 
closet. Needless to say, I didn't go in 
there very often. Arlene and I went 
through our usual paces of feedback about 
my performance during the week. 
Suddenly I became aware of the fact that 
Arlene was getting very restless , and my 
first thought was "Oh my God she found 
out about me!" Naturally, I began to get 
pretty nervous myself. Finally, after a few 
unsuccessful attempts at some jokes she 
asked "Have you ever heard the word 
homophobia?" Well I wasn't quit~ sure 
what she was leading up to but smiled and 
said "Yes" as I portrayed the pic~ure of the 
well-educated, unbiased professional.,, She 
asked, "Do you know wha~ it means? 
Once again I smiled and spit out the 1:>est 
text book answer I could come up with. 
She continued and said, "I want you t? 
know that we overheard the conversation 
you had earlier this week with the lesbian 
who was being battered, and I want you to 
know that there are two lesbians on staff 
whom you can refer those kinds of calls 
to." Before I had a chance to think about 
what I should do or say next, she . 
continued, "Everyone is hom<;>ph?bic and 
you shouldn't feel bad about it, Im very 
willing to help you w~rk th.rough some of 
it if you'd like." At this pomt nervousness 
turned into laughter. Me, Lesley 
College's token lesbian was being t?ld that 
~ needed to learn how to work with 
women who were lesbians. I couldn't take 
it anymore. I looked her straight i~ the eye 
and said, "Remember when you said that 
you had two lesbians on staff, ... well now 
you have three!" I could barely hold back 
the laughter while finishing the sentence. 
Arlene roared and gave me a big hug and 
said "Thank God." That was the first time 
I had ever had someone praise the Lord for 
me being a lesbian. Apparently she was 
relieved, too! In her fit of lau~hter and 
relief she sprung from her cha.tr and flung 
the door to the tiny room we had been in 
wide open as she gayly announced, "It's 




November 12, 1989 
Cheryl Smith 
A wooden monument 
painted like gray marble 
erected on the .hill 
between the monolith 
and its reflecting pool 
commemorates our dead. 
We stand before it 
heads bent -- mourning 
fearing a future 
when our bodies 
may be valued as nothing 
more than storage vessels. 
Our sisters stand beside us 
throats tired 
after a day of voices 
raised in unison. 
The fading sun splashes 
pools of bloody light 
onto the other monument 
so heavy so solid . 
Even now men begin 
to rip apart the wood 
load nail-studded boards 
into a waiting truck. 
We await the healing moon 
to rise and claim the sky 
to bathe this hill 
in stars and silver night. 
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CONTRIBUTING WRITERS 
Sheryl Boris-Schacter - Dr. Boris:S~~acter is an Assistan~ ~ofessor o~ Educatio_n and 
Special Education in the O~treach Divi~ion. She has been _wntl~g poet!):' smce _the _third 
grade but, mercifully, she did not submit them all for consideration to this publication 
Janeen F. Crews - Lives in Boston with her 7 year old daughter. She works at Lesley 
College in the Registrar's Office, and is beginning to take courses at Lesley . 
Leslie Gibbons - is a graduate student in the Creative Arts in Learning progr am. She 
strongly believes in joining the verbal and non-verbal for creative expres sion. 
Margo Grossberg - is a member of the ADO program. She is currently working as a 
massage therapist. 
Liz Kauffman - Lives in Somerville and is a graduate student in the Creative Arts in 
Learning and Elementary Education program. 
Esther Kohn - is a graduate student in the Creative Arts in Learning program . 
Anne Duchak Lang - is a second year graduate student in the Expressive Therapi~s 
Program. When she graduates, she plans on working with emotionally disturbed children 
as an art therapist. 
Eli_s~ Lucozzi - came out of the closet in 1983. This is her first published piece of 
wntmg. 
Carlee McLaughlin - Is a first year Threshold student. She comes to Lesley College 
from California. 
Laurel Moore - is an ADO student majoring in Writing. Currently she is a staff assistant 
at The Woods Hole Oceanographic Institute, and the mother of two young children. 
Natalie Nicholson - is an undergraduate student majoring in Middle School Education . 
Heather Olsen - is an Elementary Education major with a specialization in Math. She 
comes to us from Haverhill, N.H. 
Anne Elezabeth Pluto - among other things, teaches writing and literature in the 
Undergraduate School. 
Doria K. Rhodes - is currently an undergraduate student in the Human Services 
Program. She loves to write poetry. 
Foster Rockwell - is currently a student in the CCDA program. He is working on his 
poetry and fiction in hope of publication. 
Paula Rozan - is a 1986 graduate of Lesley's Writing Program, and is interested in 
female creativity. She lives in Lexington, MA. 
Susan Schmidt - is a second year student in the Threshold Program , and is originally 
from New Orleans, LA. 
Janet Senzer - is a faculty/ administrator in the Threshold Program. She has been at 
Lesley College for eight years. 
Barbara Smith-Moran - is the Protestant Chaplain at Lesley College. 
Cheryl Smith - studied poetry at B.C.A.E. with Ottone Riccio, and has been published 
in The Mid-West Poetry Review. She is currently on staff at the Lesley College Registrar's 
office. 
Darelyn Ulmer - is currently an undergraduate student at Lesley. She is originally from 
Australia, and moved to New England a year and a half (1 and 1/2) years ago. 
Deborah Valianti - Has been a playwright-director in Boston since 1983, and is the 
owner of Uppity Productions. Currently, she is a student in the Expressive Therapy 
Program. 
Sarah Wegman - is currently a junior at Lesley in the Education Program. She loves to 
write. 
CONTRIBUTING ARTISTS 
"WOMAN CROWD" Rey Gutzwiller 
Expressive Therapy Program. Favorite medias: drawing, painting, music. 
"LIZZIE" Gina Connel 
'.'I'm afraid I can't put it more clearly, "Alice replied very politely. "For I can't unde~t~d 
It myself to begin with, and being so many sizes in a day is very confusing." From Ahce m 
Wonderland 
"REFLECTIONS ON ABORTION" by Verena Ritter 
"My work with lntermodal Expressive Arts Therapy asks me to care for my inner child, 
and allows me to meet yours, and to be a creative woman." 
II UNTITLED" 
"I THOUGHT I SAW AN ANGEL ON THE BURNING CROSS OF LIFE" 
Molly Morgan 
" I enjoy every aspect of art." 
"CONNECTIONS OF SIGHT" Elizabeth Muller 
"Art always, in every way." 
"BIRTH OF A THOUGHT" Veronique Ailemane 
"My favorite media is pencil and ink." 
"DOWNTOWN TRAIN" Lorraine Sinclair 
Outreach Progam. Is currently attending classes at Massachusetts College of Ar_t, and . 
pursuing a career embracing ethnography, architectural photography and photo-Journahsm. 
"SILENT SCAPE" Parth Domke 
Black and White drawings. Parth is a graduate student in the Intercultural Relations 
Program. 
"UNTITLED" Yael Schoen 
Y ~el is from Israel and is a graduate student in the Expressive Therapy program. She 
paints and writes. 
"UNTITLED" Sarah Swenson 
Favorite medias: Beadwork and pottery. 
ALMA MATE R 
Hail to the school we hold so dear, 
All hail to the green and the gold. 
Hail to the emblem we're proud to bear, 
Whose precepts we're pledged to uphold. 
Hail to our teachers whose counsel wise, 
Has helped us through toilsome ways; 
· Hail to our comrades whose merry smiles 
Have gladdened and brightened our days. 
Dear Alma Mater we with loyal hearts salute thee. 
To thee we offer our gratitude and praise. 
Though we must leave thee, yet we never will forget thee, 
And thy sweet memory speaks to us of happy days . 
May we press onward, holding high thy noble standards 
Our aim before us, the truth of unity to tell. 
Through high endeavor we will pay our tribute to thee, 
Our dear old Lesley, we love thee so well. 
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